IMPRESARIO

then no more. It's a wise man who knows when to stop, as
Chaliapin used to say about aging tenors.

Loves of a Coloratura

During these happy years of earning my wings as an impresario
I came to know virtually all the great of music, and in one way or
another to manage most of them. Many were the jeweled prima
donnas' hands I kissed, and among them was the hand of Luisa
Tetrazzini, she of the breath-taking coloratura voice. She returned
after the Armistice, having spent most of the war in Italy singing
for charity. I sent her and the fine baritone Titta Ruffo on tour
together in 1922-23, and learned something more about prima
donnas than I had known before.

This charming little woman had an amazing romantic career.
I could scarcely keep up with its rapid-fire changes of heart. A
frantic call from Detroit or some such city would warn me that
there was going to be serious trouble over the pianist unless I came
at once. By the time I got there, the trouble spot was no longer
the pianist, but the 'cellist.

In her latter years her romantic involvements cost her the for-
tune her art had made for her. She married late in life a man
younger than herself. Many men misled her and took advantage
of her generous heart.

I visited her in Milan during her retirement, and she cooked
with her own hands the spaghetti alia Milanese for our dinner.
Afterward she insisted, with a purposefulness I did not understand,
that we go driving in her American Packard, almost the last me-
mento remaining to her of the great years. We went through a
forest outside the city, to one of the beautiful cemeteries, and she
led me into a small, beautifully proportioned mausoleum. There
inside, confronting me from all the walls, were photographs of
Luisa Tetrazzini in every one of her great operatic roles,
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